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able to feel the love flowing between us. IT! admit the times were
rare. Georgia is to blame. She should acquire an understanding of
the nature of love, the tenderness, the abandonment, the escape
from self, the freedom from embarrassment and shame. She should
learn to understand me and my philosophy. Love is giving, that
is certain.
I crave and need signs of affection. Yet Georgia won't slide her
hand in mine when I stoop to kiss her. She won't run her fingers
through my hair or caress my cheek. Nor will she put her arms
around me, raise her eyes, and smile into my eyes. Georgia used to
flinch if I brushed her shoulder when we sat down in a restaurant
or if I touched her knee in the movies. She would protest that it
wasn't necessary to show other people we loved each other. She
should have been proud to receive an outward expression of our
love at any time and place. In the Elizabethan Age, men who met
friends on the street would embrace joyfully instead of coldly
shaking hands as is the custom now. It isn't surprising there was a
renaissance of painting, sculpture, music; in those days the human
spirit wasn't oppressed and crushed, lonely. Everybody was up-
lifted by the exuberance, the unself-consciousness, the general out-
pouring of love. Georgia won't believe it. She Just can't let go. From
the beginning of our marriage she was undemonstrative. I wanted
to be awakened every morning with a kiss. Georgia considered this
nonsense. I always wake up feeling fine; she used to be gloomy and
taciturn even after we'd breakfasted and Fd dropped her off at
work.
The fact that she hung on to a job after our marriage didn't ever
bother me. I'm not a stuffed shirt and I haven't any objection to
women being financially independent I was proud when Georgia
went back to work shortly after each of our children was born. And
I don't mind admitting we could use the double income. I've never
been much of a money-maker.
These days Georgia is worried that I won't be able to pay the
monthly allotment I offered her voluntarily. She deliberately pro-
voked a quarrel last night when I visited Albert, but I gave her $50